to you! how it towers sheer up, a world of Mountains,
the diadem and centre of the mountain region ! A hundred
and a hundred savage peaks, in the last light of Day; all
glowing, of gold and amethyst, like giant spirits of the
wilderness ; there in their silence, in their solitude, even
as on the night when Noah's Deluge first dried !

CARLYLE (from Sartor Resartus)

O God ! methinks it were a happy life
To be no better than a homely swain :
To sit upon a hill, as I do now,
To carve out dials quaintly point by point.
Thereby to see the minutes, how they run :
How many make the hour full complete,
How many hours bring about the day,
How many days will finish up the year,
How many years a mortal man may live.
When this is known, then to divide the times :
So many hours must I tend my flock;
So many hours must I take my rest;
So many hours must I contemplate ;
So many hours must I sport myself;
So many days my ewes have been with young;
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean;
So many years ere I shall shear the fleece :
So minutes, hours, days, months and years,
Pass'd over to the end they were created,
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.
Ah, what a life were this, how sweet, how lovely !